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Written by Mr. Gax kick, and ſpiken by 
bim in the Charadter of a Country Boy. 


| Meaſter! Meaſter | 
S not my Meaſter here among you, wu. 

Nay. ſpeak—my Meaſter wrote this fine new Play— 
The AQRor-Folks are making ſuch a Clatter ! 
They want the Pro-log—l know nought o th* Matter! 
He muſt be there among you—'vok abou: — 
A weezen, pale-fac'd Man, do—find him out 
Pray, Meafter, come—or all will fall to Sheame 
Call Mift:zr—hold—l muſt not tell his Neame 

Law ! what a Croud is here ! what Noiſe and Pother ! 
Fine Lads and Laſſes ! one o top o t other. [ Point: tete 
cou d for ever here with Wonder geaze! Rows of Pit 
I ne er ſaw a Church fo full in all my Days! e:d Gallery } 
Your Servant, Surs !—what do you laugh for? ch! 
You donna take me ſure for one o'th' Play? 
You ſhou d not flout an honeſt Country- Lad — 
You think me a tool, and | think you half mad: 
You're all as ſtrange as l. and [iranger too, 
And, if you hugh at me, III laugh at you. [ Laughing. 
I donna like your London Tricks, not I, 
And fince you've rais'd my Blood, I il tell you why? 
And it you wull, fince now | am before ye, 
For want of Pro- log. I'll relate my tory. 

[I came from Country here to try my Fate, 
And get a place among the Rich and Great ; 
But troth I'm ſick o th Journey I ha' ta'en, 
I like it not—wou'd [| were whoame again. 

Firlt, in the City I took up my itation, 
And got a place with one th' Corporation, 
A round big Man—he eat a plaguy deal, 
Z.00ks ! he'd have beat five Ploomen at a Meal! 
But long with him I cou'd not make abc de, 
For cou d you think t? He eat a great Sea Toad / 
It came from /rdier—'twas as big as me, 
He call'd it Belly. pateb, and Capagee : 
Law ! how ſtard !—f{ thought, who knows, but I, 
For want of Monſters, may be made a Pye ; 
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Rather than tarry here for Bribe or Gain, 

Lil back to whoame, and Country. Fare 
I left Tead rater ; then I farv'd a Lord, 

And there they promis d but ne'er kept their Word: 

While 'mong the Great this Geaming Word the Trade 

They mind no more poor Servunts, than their Ladies. [ is, 
A Lady next, who lik'd a ſmart young Lad, 

Hir'd me forthwith—but, troth 1 thought her mad, 

She turn'd the World top down, as | may fay, 

She chang'd the Day to Neet, the Neet to Day! 

 tood ore Day with Coach, and did but loop 

o put the Fuot board down, and with her Heß 

She cover d me all 0'er—< here are yew, Lout ? 

Here, cam, ſays I, for Heaven's ſake let me out. 

| was ſo tkeam d with all ker freakiſh Ways, 

the wore her Gear fo ſhort, ſo low her Stays — 

Five Folks ſhew all for Nothing now-a Days! 
Now I'm the Poets Man—l find with Wits, 

T here's Nothing fartain—Nay, we eat by Fits. 

Cur Meals, indeed, are flender—what of that? 

dere are but three on's—Meaſter, I, and Cat. 

Did you but ſce us all, as I'm a Sinner, 

You'd ſcarcely ſay, which of the three is thinner, 
My Wages all depend on this Night's Fiece, 
But ſhou'd you find that all our Swans are Geeſe ! 
E'feck I'll truſt no more to Meaffters Brain, 
But pack up all, and waiftle whoame again. 


in. 
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Written by Mr. GAR RIC X. 


Spoken hy Mr. Woo pw ann, in the Character 
of a fine Gentleman 


Enter—Speaking te the Pele without. 
Shaw !--damn yourEpilogue, and hold your Tongue 
Shall we of Rank be id what's right 200 wonagy 
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Had you ten Epilogues you ſhou'd not ſpeak em, 
J ho” he had writ them all in Linguum Grecum. 
I'll do't by all the Geds !—; you mult excuſe me) 
'Tho' Author, Actors, Audience, all abuſe me 


To the Audience. 


Behold a Gentleman !—and that's enouph !— 

Laugh if you pleafe—T'll take a inch of Snuff! 

J come to tell you——(let it not ſurpriſe you) 

That I'm a Wit—ard worthy to adviſe you. — 

How could you ſuffer the: ſame Country Booby, 

That Pro logue ſpeaking Savage, — chat great Looby, 
To talk his Non{-ufe '—give me Leave to ſay 

"Twas low—damn'sd low — but ſave the Fellow's Play. 
Let the poor Devil eat, —alow him that, 
And give a meal to aer. Men, and Cart. 

But why attact the Faſhions : —Senſeleſs Rogue 
We have no Joys but what refult from Vogue: 
The Mode ſhou d all Controll—nay, ev'ry Paſhon, 
Senſe, Appetite, and all, give way to Faſhion ; 

J hate a+ much as much as he, a Tarite Feaft, 

Bur till the preſent Turtle Rage has ceas d, 

Fd ride a hundred Miles to make myſelf a Bcaſt. 
I] have no Ears —yet Op'ras | adore !— 
Always prepar d 8 die,—to fleep——no more ! 

The Ladies too were carp'd at, and their Dreſs, 

He wants em all ruff d up like good Queen Be! 
They are, forfooth, too much expos'd, and free 
Were more expos d, no ul bffects | fee, 

For more, or lefs, tis all the ſame to me. 
Poor Gaming too, was mauld among the reſt, 
That precious Cordial to a high- life Breaft ! 
When 1 hcughts ariſe i always game, or drink, 
An EN Gentleman ſhou'd acver think 
The Reaton's plain which ev'ry Soul might hit on 
Whzt zin a Frenchman, over/ets a Brin; 
In is Reflection beds a fober Sadnels, 

Which always nds ia politic ks or Madneſs: 

] therefore now , ropoie—-by your Command, 

That } zagedies no more ſhall cloud this Land ; 
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Send o'er your Shaleſdears to the Sons of France, 

Let them grow grave Let »; begin to dance 

— 2 Bo Scenes to foreign Climes, 

rve alone to blefs theſe golden | imes, 4 
A Farce or two—and Weoodward's Pantomines ! 
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Later Othman and @ Slave. 


OTHMAN. 


Stranger, fay'f thou, that inquires of O:bnax ? 
Slave. He dues; and waits Admittance. 
Orb Did he tell 
His Name and Quality ? 
Sl Thar, he declin d: 
Bat call d himſeif thy Friend. 

Orb. Where ddd thou fee him ? 

dd Ev'n now, while 'I'wilight Low the Day. I 
Muſing amid” the Ruins of you [ fpy'd him 
That ov the flood. - ++— 2. 
Wuh 4ipeft and Words of Import dark, 
He queſtion'd me of O. Then the ! ear 
Stole from his Eye. But when I talk'd of Power 
And ccurtly Honours here conter d on thee, 
His Frewn grew darker: all | wiſh'd, ways 
Is to « nfer with him. and then to die. 

Orv. What may this mean -Conduct the 


to me [ Exit Slave. 
Perhaps ſome worthy Citizen, return d 
From voluntary Erle to Mgiers, 
Once known in nappier days 
Eater Sadi, 
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Sagi. Stand oſt. . pollute me not. 
Theſe honeſt Arms, tho' worn with Want, diſdain | 
i by gorgeous | rappings, carn'd by foul Difſhonour, 

Oth Forbcar thy raſh Reproaches : for beneath 
This [labit, which to thy miſtaken Eye 
Be'p d my Guilt, | wea: a Heart as true 
As dais to my King. 

Saut. Why then bencath - 
This curſed Root, this Black Uſurper's Palace, 
Dar thou to draw intedted Air, and live 
The Slave »t 'n'oience | Why lick the Duſty 
B arath lis Feet, who laid ies in Rum? | 
Bat ge, which ſnou'a have taught thee honeſt Caution, 
Ha: taught thee Freachery ! 

O. %. Milazen Man! 

C ud Paiion prompt me to licentious Speech 
Like thine 

SA. Peace, falſe one! Peace! The Slave to Pow'r 
Still wears a pliant Tongue. — O Shame to dwell 
Wrth Murder, Luft, and Rapine! did he nat 
Come from the Depths of barce s Solitude, - 
With fair Pretence of Faich and firm Alliance? 

Did not our grateful King, with open Arms, 

Receive him as his Gueſt? O fatal Heur ! 

Did he notthen with hot, adult rous Eve, 

Gaze ou the Queen Zaphirea ? Yes, 'twas Luſt, 

Luft gav- the internal Whiſper to his Soul, 

And ba dé bim Murder, if he would enjoy! 

O complicated Horrors! bell - born | reachery ! 
Then tell our Country when good Selim dy d! 
Yet thou pernicious Traitor, unabaſh d 

Can ſt wear the Murd'rer's Badge. 

Orb Yet hear me, Sadi——— 

Sali. What can Diſhonour plead ? . 

Orb Yet blame not Prudence. 

Sad Prudence, the tale Pretence of every Knave! 

The Traitor's ready Maſk ! 

O Yet ſtill | love thee: 

Yet ur p ovok'd by thy intemperate Zeal. 
Bethink thee !—might | not inſult thy Flight 
With the foul Names of Fear and Perfidy ? 

Diaſt thou net fly, when Barbareſa s Sword 


Reck'd 
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Reek'd with the Blood of thy brave Countrymen ? 
W hat then did 1? Beneath this bated Roof, 


Och. With honeſt Guile I did inroll my Name 
In the black Liſt of Barbarofſe's Friends: 


In hope, pitious Hour 


give young Selim to his orphan'd People. 
Sad. | ! Can't thou be true ? 


might ri 


Eike 


Will join thy 
Waſted with Miter y, gain new Nerves 
For brave Refolves. Can aught, my Friend, be done? 
Can aught be dar'd? | 
Orch. We 


. 


Fer 


i 


b 
| 
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HE 


Slavery might view with Pity, 
ir happier Let! Hemm d round by Terrors, 

; Palace, once the Scat 

, thro” ſeven long tedions Years, 
murder d Lord, her exil's Son, 

Her People fall'n: the Mure'rer of her Lord. 


Returning now from Conqueſt o'er the Meers, 


? 


bleſs 
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Tempts her to Marriage ; d at once by Luft, 
And — — 1. x Firmaeſs, 
— 44 — re jects his Vows, 

Scorning the horrid Union. Mean time he, 

With ceaſeleſs Hate, purſues her exil'd Son; 

_ And—Oh! deteſted Monfter ! [He unt. 
Sadi. Vet more Deeds 
Of Cruelty ! Juſt Heaven ! 

Orb His Rage 

The virtuous Youth, ev'n into Foreign Climes. 
Ere this, perhaps, he bleeds. A murd'ring Ruffian 
ere 
Into his guiltleſs Breaſt. 

Sadi. is this thy Faith ! 

Tamely to witneſs to ſuch Deeds of Horror ! 
Give me thy Poignard : lead me to the Tyrant. 
What tho' ſurrounding Guards 

Orb. Repreſs thy Fury 
. wilt involve 
Thyſelf, thy Friend, in Ruin. Haſte thee hence ; 
Haſte to the Remnant of our loyal Friends, 

And let maturer Councils rule thy Zeal. 

Sadi. Yet let us ne er our Prince's Wrong. 
Remember Orban, (and let Vengeance riſe) 

How in the Pangs of Death, and in his Gore 
— , we found our Prince ! The 
is Heart was iz d His royal Blood, 

The Life blood of his People, o'er the Bath 

Ran O remember! and revenge! 

Orb. not my Zeal. But haſte and feek oor 
Near to the weltern Port Almanzer dwells, [Friends 
Yet unſeduc'd by B a's Power. 
He will diſcloſe to thee, if aught be heard 
Of Selim's Safety, or (what more I dread) 
Of Sc/im's Death. Thence beft may our Reſolves 
Be drawn hereafter. But let Caution guide thee. 
For in theſe Walks, where Tyranny and Guilt 
Uſurp the Throne, wakeful Suſpicion dwells, 
And ſquint ey d Jealouſy, prone to pervert 
42 Rt: Jang 

Sat. I obey thee. 
Near to the weſtern Port, thou ſay ' ſt. 


deadly Dagger 
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 ©:b. Ev'n there 


Cloſe by the blaſted Palm-tree, where the Moſque 
O'erlooks the City. Haſte thee hence. my Friend. 
I would not have thee found within theſe Walls. 


[ Flearifh. 


And hark—theſe warlike Sounds proclaim th' Approach 
Of the proud Barbareſe, with his Train. 


j. May dire Diſcaſe and Peſtilence 

Hang o'er his Steps ?—Farewell—Remember, Ota, 

Thy Queen's, thy Prince's, and thy Country's Wrongs. 
[ Exit. Sadi. 

Orb. When I forget them, be Contempt my Lot! 
Yet, for the Love I bear them, | muſt wrap 
My deep Reſentments in the ſpecioc > Guile 
Ot Smiles, and fair Deportm- ct. 

Enter Barbarofia, Guards, &: 

Bay. Valiant Orhman, 

Are theſe vile Slaves impal'd ? 

Orb. My Lord, they are. 

Bar. Did not the Rack exort Confeſſion from them? 

Orb. They dy'd obdurate: while the melting Crowd 
Murmur d out Pity for their Groans and anguiſh. 

Boy. Cuife on their womaniſh Hear: What pity Slaves 
Whom my ſupreme Decree (ondemn d to loi ture ? 

Are ye not all my Slaves, to whom my Nog 
Gives Life and Death ? 

Orb. To doubt thy Will, is Treaſon. 

Bar. | love thee, faithful Oban: But why fits 
That Sadneſs on thy Brow ? For oft | find thee 
Muſing and Sad: while Joy for my Return, 

My Sword victorious, and the Moors o erihrown, 


Shall meet my Wrath in Thunder, —But dis firange, 
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That when with open Arms, ! wou'd receive 

Young Scam; on reſtore nc Close which Death 

Reit frew bis Fathers Hear -le cus my Bounty: 

Shuns me wit! zu and cbenrate Late, 

And proudly li dles *. ia foreign Climes, 

Ag zinſt my Pow'r. who fav'd his bleeding Country. 
Oth. & i. Krar ee, n. 52 —— 

S ladis. 

Ala Brave Prince. vring thee ! idings 

Of high Concerament  4/ziers and Thee. 

Young Ce/im is no more. 

Oth. Indeed ! — 

Ba-. Indeed !—Why that Aﬀoniſhment ? 
He was our bittereſt Foe. 

O14. So periſh all 
Thy cauſeleſs Enemies | 

Bur. What ſays the Rumour ? 

Hew dy'd the Prince, and where? 

Lia. The Rumour tells, x : 
That flying to Oran, he there begg'd Succours 
From Ferdinand of Spain, t invade 4lgiers. 

Ear. From Chriſtian Dogs ! 

Orth. How! with Infidels ! 

Ala. And there held Council with the haughty Spa- 
To conquer and dethrone thee: But in vain: {=iard, 
For in a dark Encounter with two Slaves, 

Wherein the one fell by his dauntleſs Valour, 
Selim at length was flain. 
Bar. Ungrateful Boy ! 
Ofr' have I courted him to meet my Kindneſs ; 
But ſtill in vain : He ſhun'd me like a Peflilence ; 
Nor cou d Leer behold him, fince the Down 
Cover'd his manly Cheek—How many Years 
Number'd he? 

Orb. I think, ſcarce thirteen, when his Father dy d, 
And now, ſome twenty. 

Far. Othman, now for 
Of undiſſembled Service—Well | know, 

Thy long experienc'd Faith hath plac'd thee high 
In the Queen's Confidence: The Crown I wear 
Yet totters on my Head, till Marriage Rites 
Have made her mine. Orbman, ſhe muſt be won. 
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Plead thou my Cauſe of Love: Rid her dry up 
Her fruitle(s Tears: Paint forth her long Delays, 
Wake all thy Eloquence : Make her but mine, 
And ſuch unſought Reward ſhall crown thy Zeal, 
As ſha!l out ſoar thy Wiſhes. 

Orb. Mighty King, 
Where Poty bids, Too. 

Bar. Then baſte thee, Orhmen, 
Ere yet the Rumour of her Son's Deceaſe 
Hath reach'd her Ear; ere yet the mournful Tale 
Hath whelm d her in a new Abz\: of Woe, 
And quench'sd all ſoft Affection, ſave for him. 
Tell her, I come, born on the Wings of Love !—— 
Hafte—fl;y—1! follow thee. [ Exit Othman. 
Now, Aladin, 
Now Fortune bears us to the wilk.'d.for Port: 
We ride ſecure, on her moſt proſp'rous Billow. 


off, 
While the young Adder neſted in his Place 
Bar. True: We have conquer d now. Algiers is 
Without a Rival. Thus great Souls aſpire; [mine, 
And boldly ſnatch at Crowns, beyond the Reach 
Of coward Conſcience — Yet | wonder much, 
Omar returns not. Omar, whom | ſent 
On this high Truſt. I fear, tis he bath fall'n. 
Didſt thou not ſay, two Slaves encounter'd Se/im ? 
Ala. Ay, two: tis rumour'd ſo. 
Bar. Aud that one fell? 2 
Ala. Ev'n fo: By Selim's Hand: while his | 
Planted his happier Steel in Slim s Heart, panion 
Bar. Omer, | fear is fall'n. From my Right-Hand 
gave my Signet to the truſty Slave: 
And bade him fend it, as the certain Pledge 
Of Selim's Death; if Sickneſs or Captivity, 
Or wayward Fate, ſhou'd thwart his quick Return. 
Aa. The Rumour yet is young; perhaps foreruns 
The truſty Slave s Approach. 
Bar. We |! wait ch Event. 
Mean time give out, that now the widow'd 2 
. B 


ath 
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Hath dry'd her Tears, d to __— my W 
By Marriage Rites: Spread wide the flatt ring Tale: 
For if Perfvafion win not her Conſent, * 
Power ſhall compel. 
Ala. It is indeed a 
Which Prudence whiſpers. 
Ear. Thou, brave Al/adin, 
Haſt been the firm Companion of my Deeds: 
Soon ſhall my Friendſhip's Warmth reward thy Faith— 
This Night my Will devotes to Feaſt and Joy, 
For Conqueit o'er the Moor. Hence, 4ladin ; 
And ſee the Night Watch cloſe the Palace round. 
Exit Alediz. 
Now to the My Heart expands with Hope. 
Let high Ambition flouriſh: In Se/im's Blood 
It's Root is firuck : From this the riling Stem 
Proudly ſhall branch o'er ic Continent, 
And ftretch from Shore to Shore. 
Enter Jrene. 
What, drown d in Tears ? flill with thy Folly thwart 
Fach Farpoſe of my Soul? When P!-:fures ſpring 
Benexh our Feet, thou ſpurn ſi the proffer'd Boon, 
To dwell! with Sorrow. —— Why theſe fullen Tears? 
Irene. Let not theſe Tears offend my Father's Eye: 
They are the Tears of Pity. From the Queen 
come, thy Suppliant. 
Bar. On ſome rude queſt. 
What wou dſt theu urge? 
Frere. Thy dread return from War, 
And proffer'd Love, have open'd ev'ry Wound 
The foft and lenient land ot Time had clos'd. 
If ever gentle Pity touch d thy Heart, 
Now let it melt! Urge got thy harſh Command 
To ſee her! Her diſtracted Sout is bent 


. To morn ig Solitude. She aſks no more. 


Far She mocks my Love. How many tedious Years 
Have ! endur'd her Coyneſs ? Had not War, 
And great Ambition, call d me from Agiers, 
Ere this, my Pow'r had reap'd what ſhe denies. 
But there's a Cauſe, which touches on my Peace, 
And bids me brook no more her falſy Delays. 


Jrene, O, frown not thus! Sure, ww keys 


— . ar ov... i OA HY $2 C> MP 


h 


BARBAROSSA. 15 


A Parent's Frown ! Then look more kindly on me. 
Let thy conſenting Pity mix with mine, 
And heal the Woes of weeping Majelty ! 
Unhappy Queen ! 
Bar. What means that guſhing Tear ? 
Lene. Oh never ſhall Irene taſte of Peace, 
While poor Zapbira mourns |— 
Bar. Is this my Child ? 
Perverſe and ſtubborn —— As thou lov'ſi thy Peace. 
— Dry up thy Tears. What! damp the general Triumph 
That echoes through Algiers / which now ſhall Pierce, 
The vaulted Heav'n, as foon as Fame (hall ſpread 
Young Slim Death, my Empire's bittereſt Foe. 
in. Tres. O, generous Selim / 
Bar. Ah! There's more in this! 
Tell me, Jene: On thy Duty, tell me: 
As thou doſt wiſh, I wou'd not caſt thee of, 
With an incenſed Father's Curſes on thee, 
Now tell me why, at this detefted Name, 
A freſh thy Sorrow ftreams ? 
bene. Yes, I will tell thee, 
For he is gone! and dreads thy Hate no more ! 
My Father knows, that ſcarce five Moons are paſt, 
Since the Mors ſeiz d, and fold me at Oran, | 
: A hopeleſs Captive in a foreign Clime 
Bar. Too well | know, and rue the fatal Day. 
But what of this ? 
Fene. Why ſhould T tell, what Horrors | 
Did then beſet my Soul ?-—Oft' have I told thee, 
How midſt the Thronz. a Youth appear d: His Eye 
ight as the Morning Star! 
ar. And was it Selim, 
Did he redeem thee ? 
Irene. With unſparing Hand 
He paid th* allotted Ranſom : And o'erbade - 
Av rice and Appetite. At his Feet | wept, 
us e Diffolv'd in Tears of Gratitude and Joy. 
But when | told my Quality and Birth, 
He ſtarted at the Name of Barbaroſe ; 
And thrice turn'd Yer, with Recovery mild, 
Go to Algiers, he cry'd: protect my Mother, 
| And be to Her, what Selim is to thee, —- 
1 B 2 Ev'a 
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Ev'n fuch, my Father, was the gen'rous Youth, 
Who, by the Hands of bloody, y Men, 
Lies number'd with the Dead. 
Bar. Amazement chills me ! 
Was this thy unknown Friend, conceal'd from me ? 
Falſe, faithleſs Child! 
Irene Cou'd Gratitude do lefs ? 
He ſaid thy Hate purſa'd him; thence conjur'd me, 
Not to reveal his Name. 
Bar. Thou treacherous Maid! 
To itoop to Freedom from thy Father's Foe ? 
lere Alas, my Father! 
He ne rer was thy Foe. 
ar. What! plead for Selim / 
Away. He merned the Death he found. 
Ch Coward! Traitre's to thy Father's Glory! 
7 hou ſhou dit have liv'd a Slave,—been fold to Shame, 
Bern baniſh'd to the Depth of howliog Deſarts, 
Been aught but what thou art, rather than blot 
A Father's Honour, by a Decd fo vile 
Hence, from my Sight Hence, thou unthankful Child! 
Beware thee ! Shun the Queen: nor taint her Ear 
With Se/fm's Fate. Yes, ſhe ſhall crown my Love; 
Or by our Prophet, the ſhall dread my Pow'r. (Exit. Bar. 
Let. Unhappy Queen! 
To what new Scenes ot Horror art thou doom'd! 
O cruel Father! Hapleſs Chi'd ! whom Pity 
Compels to call him cruel !—Gen'rous Selim ! 
Peor injur'd Queen ! who but iatreats to dye 
In her dear Father's Tents! Thither, good 
My Care ſhall ſpend thee, while Suſpicion fleeps. 
What tho' my frowning Father pour his Rage 
On my defenceleſs Head? Yet Innocence 
Shall yield her firm Support ; and conſcious Virtue 
Gild all my Days. Cou'd I but fave Zaphira, 
Let the Storm beat. [I'll weep and pray, till ſhe 
And Heav'n forget, my Fa-her e er was cruel. [ Exit. 
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ACT 


Zaphira ard Female Slaves diſcover's. 
Z APHIR 4. 
\ HEN fall 1 be at Peace! — O, righteous 
| Heav'n, 
Strengthen my fainting Soul, which fain wou'd riſe 
To Confidence in thee! But Woes on Woes 
O'erwhe!m me! Firt my Huſband ! now, my Son! 
Bath dead ! both flaughter'd by the bloody Hand 
Of Barbarea Sweet Contert, farewel ! 
Farewel, fwect Hope | Grief is my Portion here! 
O dire Ambition Whar internal Pow'r | 
Unchain'sd thee 5 >m thy native Depth of Hell, 
To ſtalk the Earth with thy deſtructive Train, 
Murder and Luft! to wa e domeſtic Peace, 
And ev'ry Hestt-felt Joy ! 
Enter Othman. 
O faithful Orhman / 
Our Fears were true! My Selim is no more! 
Orb. Has then the fatal Stury reach'd thine Ear ? 
Inbuman Tyrant 
Zaph. Strike him. Heav'n, with Thunder ! 
Nor let Zaphira doubt thy rovidence. 
O. 5. | was what we fear'd. Accuſe not Heav'n's high 
Nor ſtruggle with the ten- fold Chain of Fate, [| Will, 
That links thee to thy Woes! O, rather yie d, 
And wait the happier Hour. when Innocence 
Shall weep no wore. Reſt in that pleaſing Hope, 


And vield thyfeif to Heav'n —My honour'd Queen, 


The King -- - -- 
Zap. \Vhom ſtil'ſt thou King ? 
Oth is Barbareſſa. 
He means to fee thee— 
Zap. Curſes blaſt the Tyrant! 
Does he aiſume the Name of King? 
Orb. He does. ; 
Zap. O Title vilely purchas'd ! by the Blood 
Ot innocence! by Trrachery and Murder! 
May Heav n incens'd pour <own us Vengeance on him: 
B 3 Plait 
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Blaſt all his Joys, and turn them into Horror; 
"Till Phrenz»s rife, and bid him cut the Hour 
I hat gave his Crimes their Buth ! My Faithful Othmaa, 
My fole furv.ving Prop! Canit thou deviſe 
No fecret Means, by which . may eſcape 
This hated Palace ! wich uudaunted Step 
I'd roam the Wale, to reach my Father's Vales 
Of dear Mutzz—Can no means be found, 
To fly theſe black ning Horrors that ſurround me? 
Orth. That Hope is vain. The fyrant knows thy Hate. 
Hence, Day and Night, his watchful Guaids iurround 
Impenetrabie as Walls of Adamant [thee. 
Cui b then thy mighty Grie's: Juitice ard "ruth 
He mocks as Shadows: Rouſe not then, bis Anger: 
Let foft Perſuafion and wild Eloquence, 
Redeem that Liberty, Which tera Rebuke 
Wou'd rob thee of for ever. 
Zap. Crucl Taſk? 
For Royalty to bow —an injn:'d Queen 
To kneel tor Liberty, And, O, to whom, 
Ev'n to the Murc'rer of her Lord ard Son. 
0 periſh firſt, Zahra, Ves l die. 
For what is Life to me, My dear. chr Lord; 
My havleſs Child, Yes, i wilt ou you. 
Orth, Wut thou ace ice him, then? 
Zap. 1 wi'! not, ©14man. 
Or it I do. with bitten precation, 
Moc keen thn fo en et trom Serpents Tongues, 
Ill pour my Cunts c him. 
Orb. Will fa hira. 
T hus mearly ook iu Women's fruitleſs Rage, 
When the fb -uld wake reveuge ? 
Zip Revenge f—G rl) e 
Tell me bet ow. wire car helpleſs Woman. © 
Oth. Gain but tne I'yrart's leave aud reach thy Fa- 
Pour thy Cor: plante before fim. Let thy Wrongs [ther 
Kindle his In. ignation, h pur ue 
T his vile Uſurper. ti“! aneraſing War 
Blaf his ill gourter Pow'r 
Lap h— aun: t cu. O bran? 
Thy words b ve h tlie ige tna, though my Frame, 
Hand An; lout>uvatcret I hou taibiul Fricad. 
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Yes, with more le Sperch F'll footh his Pride, 
Regain my om; ſeek my Father's PFenrts ; 
There paint my courtlcfs es His kinc ung Rage 
Shall wake the Vallies into boneſt Vengeance; 
The ſudden *torm ſhall pour n Barbareſe ; 
And ev'ry glowing 4 arricr Reep bis Shaft 
In deadlier poiſon, to reveng ny Wrongs. 

Orb There ſpoke the Quccu, but as thou lov'ſt thy 

Freecom, 

Touch not on $S-lim's Fate. Thy £-nl will kindle, 
And Pamon mount in Flames that wi:l cunfume thee. 

Zap. My murder'd Son, yes, to revenge thy Death, 
I. UI ſpeak a Language which my EIc art diſdains, 

Orth. Peace. Peace, the Tyrant comes, Now. injur d 
Plead for thy Freedom, hope for jull Revenge. [Queen 
And check each rifing Paſſion [ Exit Ochman. 

Enter Bai baroſſa. 

Bar. Hail fov reign Fan thirice honor'd Queen, in 
Beauty and Majeſty conſpire to charm (hom 
Beh- ld the Conqu ror. u hote deciding Voice 
Can ipeak ihe Fares of Kingdoms, at thy Feet 
Lies conquer d by thy row'r. 

Zap. O Barbers a? 

No more the Pride of Conqueſt c'er can charm 
My widow'd Heart Wit: my departed Lord 
My love lies bury d; I ſhou'd meet th; Flame 

W ith fulicn Tears, and cold 'ne:Fcrcace 

I hen turn thee to ſome happier Fair, whoſe Heart 
May crown thy growing Love, with Love ſincere 3 
Far | have not e to give 

Bar Love ne er ſhoud dye: 

*Tis the Sovi's Cordial: is the Fount of Life ; 
'Fheriore thou d ipring eternal in the Freaft. 
One Object Iod, another ſhou d ſucceed ; 

Ar d all our Lite be Love. | 

Zen. Urge me no more, thou might't with equal 
Woo the cola Marble weeping v'er a Tomb. [Hope 
To meet thy Wiſhes. bu if gen'rous Love 
Dwell in thy Breaſt vouchſate me Proof fincere : 
Gwe me ſafe Convoy to my native Vales 
f dear Matija, where wy Father Rei ns. 


Rar. 
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Bar. O blind to proffer's Bliſs, what, ſondly quit 
T his lofty Palace and the envy d Pomp 
Of Empire, for an Arab's »and'ring Tent ; 
Where ine mock Chiettais leads. his vagrant Tribes 
From P.ain to Flain, as Thirft of Famine ſways; 
Oolcurely vain, and faimly ſhadews out 
Tic Meg, of Kings. Far other Joys 
Here mall attend thy call: The winged Bark 
For thee ſhali traverſe Seas; and ev'ry Clime 
Be trinutary to Zapbira's Charms. 
To thee, exalted Fair, ſubmiſſive Realms 
Shall bow the Neck; and ſwarthy Kings and Queens, 
From the far diltant Niger and the Nile. 
Drawn captive at my conqu'ring Chariot Wheels, 
Shall kneel before thce. 
Zap. Pomp and Pow'r are Toys, 
Which ev'n the Mind at eaſe may well diſdain. 
But, ah, what Mockery is the tinſel Pride 
Of Splendor, when by wailing Woes, the Mind 
Lies deſolate within: Such, fuch, is mine. 
O'erwhelm'd with IIs, and dead to every Joy: 
Envy me not this loft Requeſt, to die 
Jn my dear Father's Tents. 
Bar. Thy ſuit is vain— 
Zap. Thus kneeling at thy Feet 
Har. Thou thanklefs Fair — 
Thus to repay the labours of my love: 
Ha I not feiz's the Throne when Slim dy d. 
E*c bis, thy Foes had laid M/giers in Ruin: 
I cacck d the warring Pow'rs, and gave you Peace. 
Zap. Peace doſt thou call it, what can worſe be fear d 
Frc m the War's Rage, than Violence and Blood ? 
Hove not wicealing Horrors mark d thy Reign? 
I hro ſev n long Years, thy flaught': ingSword hath reek d 
Wu puiltleis $ivod 
Bar ich gailtlels Blood ?—Take heed— 
Rouſe not my flumb'ring Rage: Nor vindicate 
'Fny Country s Gilt azad Freaton. 
* Where Viol. i ce Reigns, there 'nnocence ĩsGuilt, 
And Virtue, ireaſun —Krow, Zaphire ſcorus 
Tay Menace —Ves—thy flaughrius wor. hath reek d 
Wah guiltleſs Blood. Through thee, Exile and Leath 
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Have thin d Algier. 1 beefted Peace ? 
So migbt the Tyger boaſt, the 30 deep, 
When he o'erleaps by Stealth, and waſtes the Fold. 


Bar Ungrateful Queen, I'll give thee Proof 
thy Sex's Pride : But make thee mine, 

I will deſcend the Throne, and call thy Son 
From Baniſhment to Empire. 

Zep. Oh, my Heart? 
Can | bear this ?— 
Inhuman Tyrant Curſes on thy Head. 
May vire remorſe and Anguiſh haunt thy Throne, 
And gender in thy Boſom fell Deſpair ; 
Deſpair as deep as mine ! 

Bar. What means ? 
W hat means this Burſt of Grief? 

Zap. Thou fell er: 
Had not Guilt ſteel d thy Heart, awak'ning Conſcience 
Wou d flaſh Conviction on thee, and each Look, 
Shot from theſe Eyes. be arm'd with Serpent Horrors, 
To turn thee into Stone: Relentleſs Man. 
Who did the bloody Deed ? Oh, tremble Guilt, 
Where er thou art—look on me,—tell me, Tyrant, 
Who flew my blameleſs Son? 

Bar. What envious Tongue, 
My Foe, hath dar d to taint my Name with Slander ? 
This is the Rumour of ſome coz'ning Slave, 
Who thwarts my Peace. Believe it not, ; 
Thy Selin lives: Nay more, he foon ſhall Reign, 
If thou conſent to bleſs me 

Zap Never, Oh, never —Sooner wou'd | roam 
An unknown Eile, thro” the torrid Climes 
Of fic, ſooner dwell with Wolves and Tygers, 
Than mount with thee my murder d Sins Throne. 

Ba- Raſh Queen, torbear, think on thyCaptive State, 
Remember that within theſe Palace Walls, 
] am omnipotent: That every Knee 
Bends at my dread Approach, that Shame and Honour, 
Reward and Puniſhment avait my Nod. 
The Vaſſals of my #lcafure—Yi-lo the then: 
Avert the gath'ring Ho rors that ſurround thee, 
And dread my Pow r incens d. 


of Love, 


Zap. 
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"& thou not 

Eye of Heav'n, its lifted Thunder, 

the red ning v which it Stores 

Crimes like thine ? Yet know, thy Threats are vain, 

Tho robb'd by thee of ev'ry dear Support; 

No Tyrant's Threat can awe the free born Soul, 
dares to Die. { Exit 


« 


Soul - Nay, ſhe defies my Power: 
Death, as if her female Form 


SHY: 


Tydings that will eaſe the Pain. 
Say ſt thou ? Speak on, O give me quick relief. 
The gallant Youth is come, who flew her Son. 

Bay. Who? Omar / 

Mla. No: Unhappy Omar fell 
By Selim's Hand. But Achat. whom he join'd 
His brave Afociate, ſo the Vcuth bids tell thee, 
Reveng'd his Death by Sclim's 


Dar. 
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Ala. Ay. 

Far. That ſpeaks him true Conduct him, Aladis. 
[ Exit Aladin. 

This is beyond my Hope. The Secret Pledge | 

Reſtor d. prevents Suſpicion of the Decd, 

While it confirms it done. 

Enter Achmet and Aladin. 

Ach, Hail, mighty Barbar:ſa, as the Pledge [ Kneels 
Of Si Death, behold thy Ring reſtor d: 

I hat Pl-dge wil' ſpe: k the reft. 

Bar Riſe, valiant Youth ! 

But firil, no more a S/ave.—1 give thee Freedom. 
Thou art the Youth whom Omer now no more) 
Join'd his Companio. in this brave Attempt ! 

Ach. I am. 8 

Bar. Iden tell me ou — Where found 
That inſol-nt ! , m_ ” 

Ach. We found him at Oran, 

Plotting deep Miſchiefs to thy Throne and People. 

Bar. Well he repaid the Traitor, — 

Arb. As we ought. 
While Night drew on, we leapt upon our Prey. 
Full at his Heart brave Omar aim d the Poignasd, 
Which She ſhunning, wrench'd it from his Hand, 
Then plung'd it in his Breaſt. I haftcd on. 

Too late to ſave, yet I reveng'd my Friend: 
My chirſty Dagger, with repeated tlow, 
Search d ev'ry Artery : I bey fell together, 
Gaſping in Folds of mortal Enwity ; 

And thus in Frowns exp'r'd. 

Bar. Well haft thou 
Thy D did its Office, faithful Ac huet: 

And high Reward ſha'l wait thee —One thing more. 
Be the Thought fortunate '—Go, ſe: k the Queen. 
For know the Rumcur of her Se/im's Death 

Hath reach'd her Ear: Hence dark Suſpicions riſe, 
Squinting at me. Go, tell her, that thou ſaw ſt 
Her Son expire, that with his dying Breath, 
He did conjure her to receive my Vows, 


And give her Country Peace. —That, ſure will lull 
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Suſpicion. Alagin, that ſure will win her. 

Ala. "Vis wiſely tnought —It muſt. 

Eater Othman. 

Bar. Moſt welcome, Orhman. 
Behold this gallant Stranger. He hath done 
The State good Service. Let ſome high Rewards 
Await him, fuch as way o'erpay his Zeal. 
Conduct him to the Queen; for he hath Li ings 
Worthy her Ear, from her departed on; 
Such as may win her Love —Come, Aladin: 
The Banquet waits our Preſence : Feſtal Joy 
Laughs in the mantling Goblet; and the Night, 
Illumia'd by the Taper's dazzling Beam, 
Rivals departed Day [ Exit Bar. and Ala. 

Ach V han anxious Thought 
Rewls in thme Fye, and heaves thy lab'ring Breaſt ? 
Why joins thou rot the loud Exceſs of Joy, 
That riot's thro” the Palace? | 

Orb. Dar' k thou tell me, 
On what dark Errand thou art here ? 

Ach. | dare. 
Doſt thou not ſee the ſavage Lines of Blood 
D: form my Viſage? Read 'n not in mine Eye 
Remor'tleſs Fury ? I am Sehim's Murd'rer. 

Orb His Murd'rer. 
cb. Start not from me. 
My D gger thirtts not but for regal Blood. 
Why this Amazc ment ? 

Oth. Amazement? No, tis well, tis as it ſhould be. 
He was indeed a Foe to Barbaroſſa. 

Atb. And therefore to Algiers :— Was it not fo ?— 
Why doft thou pauſe ? What Paſſion ſhakes thy Frame? 
O:h. Fate, do thy worſt! I can no more diflemble ; 

Can I unmov'd behold the murd'ring Kufhan, 
Emear'd with my Prince's Blood! Go, tell the Tyrant, 
O:hman deſies his Power; that, tir d with Life, 
He dares his bloody FHiand, and pleacs to die. 
Ach. What, didit thou love this Selim ? 
Ob. All Men lov'd him, 
He was of ſuch unmix'd and blamelcfs Quality, 
That Envy, at his Praiſe flood mute, nor da: d 
To fully his fair Name! Remorielefſs Tyrant! 
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Ab. 1 do commend thy Faith. And ſince thou love ſt 
I'll whiſper to thee, that with honeſt Guile { him, 


I have decei d this Tyrant Barbarsſe : 


[fraight. 
Ach. Why, if thou dende. I'll bring him hither, 
Orb Not for an Empire! 

Thou might'ſt as well briag the devoted Lamb 

Into the Tyger's Den. 


ex garner — 2 

K* Ves, ſure: too ſure, to hazard boch an awful 
Ah. Yet ſeven revolving Years, worn out 

In tedious Exile, may have wrought ſuch Change 

Of Voice and Feature, in the State of Youth, 

As might elude thine Eye. 


Orb. No Time can blot 

The Mem'ry of his ſweet ic Mien, 

The Luſtre of his Eye! — mare, he wears 

A Mark indeliablo, a b-auteous Scar, 

Made on his Forchead by a furious Pard. 

Which, ruſhing on his Mother, Selim flew. 
Ach. A Scar! 

Orb. Ay, on his Forehead. 

Ach. What, like this ? [ Lifti 

Och. Whom do l fee, am I awake, my 
My honour'd, honoar'd King! 

Selim. Riſe, faithful Orhman. 

Thus let me thank thy Truth ! [Enlaces ber. 
Orb. Oh, happy Hour! | 
Selim. Why doft thou tremble thus? Why my 

Hand ? me'? 
hed why. that e Gree? Thes cou' nit feude 
Orb. Ah, no! I ſee thy Sire in ev'ry Line. | 

How did my Prince Eſcape the Murd'rer's Hand ? 

bein. locencd' dhe Dogger from him, 9 

C _ 
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That Death he meant to bring. The Kuffian wore 
The Tyrant's >ignet .— Take this Ring, he cry d. 
The fole Return my dying Hand can make thee 
For its accurs d Attempe: This Pledge reſtor d. 
W prove thee ſlain: Safe may'it thou ſee 4/ziers, 
Unknown to all —This faid. th' Aſſaſſin dy d 
Orb. But how to gain Admittance, thus unknown? 
Sclim. Diiguis d as Slim's Murderer I come 
Th' Accomplice of the Deed : The Ring reftor d 
Gain d Credence to my Woros 


Sully thy Viztue : "Tis the Lot of Goilt 
What hath Innocence to do with Fear ? 


Threw ten fold Night azound me? 
Orb. Still my Heart 
Forebodes ſome dire Event !—O quit theſe Walls! 
- Selim. Not till a Deed be done, which er ry Tyrant 
Shall trerable when he hears ? 
Oed. What means my Prince? 
Sim. To take juſt V for a Father's Blood, 
A Mother's Suff rings, and a People's Groan ? 
- Ob. Alas, my Prince! Thy fingle Arm is weak 
Toe combat Multitudes ! | | 
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Selim. Oh, thou haſt rouz d a Thought, on which 
Revenge 

Mounts with redoubled Fire !— Yes, here, ev'n here 

Beneath this very Roof, my honor'd Father 

thed rouna his Ek ffings, till accurſed Treach'ry 

Stole on his peaceful ue O, bleſſed Shade 

If yet thou hover'ſt o'er thy once lov'd Clime, 

Now aid me to redreſs thy bleeding Wrongs ! 

Infuſe thy mighty Spirit into my Breaſt, 

Thy firm and 125 Fortitude, unaw d 

By Peril, Pain or Death! that undiſmay'd, 

| may purſue the juſt Intent; and dare, 

Or brave'y to revenge, or bravely die. [ Exeunt. 


ACT 


Enter Irene. 


C2 — ho ein Eye 
Sure tas his Yer, has Preſence here 
Aſter fall Rumour had confirm d him dend! 

Beneath this heftile Roof to court Defirution ! 
9 

Athwart my View, amid” the glimmering Lamps 
With reeling e . 
All deman Converſe. This Way fure he mor'd. 
But Ob, how chang'd! he wears no gentle Smiles, 
But Terror in his Frown. He comes — Tis He 
For O:5max points him hither, and departs. 
Drfguis'd. he ſeeks the Queen: Secure, perhaps, 
And heedlefs of the Ruin that furrounds him. 
O generous Sa can | fee thee thus; 

And not forewarn ſuch Virtue of its Fate! 
Forbid it Gratitude ! 


"Enter Selim. 
Selim. Be fill, ye Sighs ! 
Ye itruggh 


ing Tears of filial Love, be fil 
Down, down fond Heart 

Jure. —_— eee 0 
S:lrz Oh, Ruin pes 
Fene. Bleſt, is ene / Bleſt if Selimn lives! 

42 An I amay'e? 
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's to whom ! To Her 

Heart would ruſk on Death to ſave thee. 
as hr Ape 
had veil'd all Semblance of my Youth, 
the Maſk of Manhood o'er my Vilage — 


This is my deftia'd Goal '— The Manſion dear 

Where Grief and Anguiſh dwell ! where bitter Tears 

And Sighs, and Lamentations, choak the Voice, 
nch the Flame of Love 


May Heav'n down its righteous Vengeance on me; 
bene Hence ! haſte thee; hence ! 
Selim. Wou d it were poſlible ! 

The Jrene. What can prevent it? 

Selim. Jaitice ! Fate, and Juſtice ! 

A rurder'd Father's Wrongs ! 
Irene Ah, Prince. take heed ! 

I have a Father tool 
Selim. What did I iay ? —my Father? — not 


Can I depart til I have « a [Fa ker: 
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Irene. Juſtice, ſaid'ſt thou? 
That Word hath firuck me, like a Peal of Thunder! 
Thane Fye, which wont to melt with gentle Love, 
Now gtares with Terror! thy Approach by Night, — 
Thy dark Diſguiſe, thy Looks, and fierce — 
Yes, all conſpire to tell me, I am loſt ! 
Think, 1 what Vene mult indure, 
Shou'd ſhe be guilty of a Father's Blood 
Selm. A Father's Blood 
Jrere. Too ſure. In vain thou hid ſt 
Thy dire intent! Forbid it Heaven, ene. 
Shou d ſee Deſtruction hov ring o er her Father, 
And not. prevent the Blow ! 
Selim. E Aris thy Love, 
Thy Gratitade to him who ſav d thy Honour ? 
irene. lis Gratitude to him who gave me Life : 
Le whopreſcrv'd me claims the f:cond Place. 
Selm. Is he not a Tyrant, Murderer ? 
+ ene. O ſpare my Shame ! | am kis Daughter fill! 
Sci. Wou'dſt thou become the Partner of his Crimes. 
Jene Forbid it, Heav'n — et I mult ſave a Father. 
Sell Come on then. Lead me to him. Glut thine 


With Selim's Blood. | [Eye 
bene.” Was &'er Diſtreſs like mine! 
O Salia can | fee my Father Periſh ! 
Wou'd | had nEer heen born ! Lane. 


Selim. Thou virtuous Maid ! 
My licart bleeds for thee ! 

&exe. Quit, O quit theſe Walls 
Heav'n will — ſome yentier bappier Means, 
To heal thy Woes : Thy dark Attempt is big 
With Horror and Defiruttion ! Generous Frince ! 
Rebyn thy dreadful Putpoie, and depart ! 

Seh Mas not | tee Zaphira, ere I go? 
Thy gentle hy will not, ſure deny us, 
The morrnful Pleaſure of a parting Tear ? 

bine Go, ben, and give her Peace. But fly theſe 
As ſoon as Morning thines: Elſe, tho D-fpair [ Walls, 
Drive ae to Madneſs; —yet—to fave a Fathe- !— 
Or! ſpare my l ongue the horid Sentence — 
EI ere Deſtruction fene thee l [Exit Lene. 
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Maſt I then fly ?-— + '-— Coward like betray 
My Father Mother, rende — . an enors, hence? 
— looks big, to Fear d ua Lye 
But C on the tle ghts and Steeps of Fate, 
Daes ſnatch her glorw.- Purpoſe trom the Edge 
Of Peril; and while fick ri 2 Caution fhrinks, 
Or ſelf betray d. falls headlong duwn thc > cp; 
Calm Refolution, unapal d. can wiik 
The giddy B- ink, ſecure —Now to g Queen — 
How fhall I dare to meet her h. © ous woknova, 
How flifle the warm Tran ports ot my ticart, 
Which pants at her Approach. Wav waits Zaphira. 
Enter a emal slave. 

Slave. Whence this latruſon, Strange: ? at an Hour 
Deftin's to Red? 

Selim | come to ſeek the Queen, 
= matter of ſuch Import, as may claim 

Her ſpe:dy Audience 

Slave Thy Requeſt is vain 
Ev'n now the Queen hath heard the mournful Tale 
Of her Son's Death, and drown'd in Griet mne lies. 
Thou canft not ſee her. 

Sem. Tell the Queen, I come 
On Meſſage from her dear, departed Son ; 
And bring his laſt Requeſt. 

I haſte to q her. 

With al! a Mother's tend rell Love ſhe'll fl, 
To mect that Name. [ Eait Slaves 

Selim. O ill diſſembling Heart, my ev'ry limb 
Trembles with greatful err. Won d to ticav'n, 
I had not come. Some { ook, or ſtartiag Tear, 
7 — me Honeit Guile aſſiſt 

y fault ongue. 

" Fater Zaphira. 

Zap. Where is this pious Stranger ? 
Say, generous Youth, whoſe Pity !caus thee thus 
To ſee. the weep 2g Manſions of Diſtre:: F 
Did thee bebols in Don: n wy haplets On 
Didſt thou receive my 0-/tm's partir Breath ö 


Did hei cm me 


Sela: Ma honur'd Queen ! 
Thy don. — Forgive theſe guſhing Tea witch How 


To fee Diſtreſs Ike thine ! Li he 
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Zap. Where, where was | ? 
Relentleſs Fate, that I ſhould be deny d 
The mouraful Priviledge, to ſee him die ! 
To claſp him in the Agony of Death, 
And catch his parting Soul! O tell me all, 
All that ; 
That I may 
Each dyi 

S. lim. 
Go, tell my hapleſs Mother, that her Tears 
Have ; Then bid her weep no more; 


and the Sen, 


In 
Sent to ſurpriſe 
Falſe Slave, 78 | 
_ Cou'd he have e er conceiv'd fo baſe a Purpoſe, . 
My griefs for him ſhou'd end in Diſdain ; 


Selim Ob. my full Heart, —!] am,—thy Friend. and 


I come not to infult but heal thy oes. [ Selim's. 
Now check thy Hearts wild Tumult, while I tell thee 


Son yet lives, 
Perhaps—iby * Zap. 
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33 
Zap. O, 
net Dream ? Say, Stranger, —didft thou tell me, 
ps my Selim lives ?— What do I aſk ? 
Fond, fond, and fruitleſs Hope What mortal Pow 
- — 


not even now relate his dying Words ? 
It was an honeſt Fa meaat to prove 


Zap. O, generous Youth, who art thou 
Clime, 


Oo 
me 


— n ——_ICS” 
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Are pleaſing ?— | hou, ſuperior to the Frowns 


BARBAROSSA. 35 
O'erpays all Pain and Peril? Pow'rful Virtue, 
How infinite thy Joys, when c'er thy Griefs 


Of Fate, canſt pour thy Sunſhine o'er the Soul, 


ighten Woe to Rapture. 


Horour'd Friends 


d the Balm of Peace into her Breaſt: 
— Texcs us nerve me, valiant Friends : 
have but harmoniz'd my Soul ; and wak'd 
chat is Man within me, to diſdain 
vs Death. —— What Tidings from the City? 
„ All, all is ready. Our Confed'rate Friends 
Buyn with Impatience, till the Hour arrive. 

Selim, What is i | 
Sadi. I be Midnight Watch 
ſecond Watch 


Cauſe. 

Too daring Prince, 

i Fears will ſoon betray thee ! 

my helpleſs Me ther, here, a Prey 
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©./im, Think'® thou, Sad, 

74.; whea the trying Hour of Peril comes, 
5,74: will ſhrink into x3 common Man! 
W:::nlets were he to rule, who dares not claim 
Pre c:ninence in Danger. Urge no more. 
Here hai my Station be: And if I fall, 

O Friends let me have Vengeance !— ſell me now, 
Where is the Tyrant? 12 
Ot Reveling at the Banquet. deſtin 
Selim is good —Now tell me, how our Powers ate 
S. Ai. Near ev'ry Port. a ſecret Band is polled : 

By cheſe the watchful Centinehꝭ muft periſh : 

The reſt is eaſy : For the Troops 

Lie droun d in Sleep; the s cheapeſt Prey. 
Almanzor, with his Friends, w ets cans 

The Avenues of the Palace. Orhman and | 

Will lead our brave Confederates (all fworn 

To conquer or to die} and burſt the Gates 

Of this foul Den. Then tremble, Parberoffa / 

Selm. Oh. bow the near A h of this great Hour 
Fires all my Soul! But, valiant Friends, i charge you, 
Reſerve the Murderer to my juſt Revenge; 

My Poignard claims his Blood. 

Oth Forgive me, Prince! 

por 


Selim. Thy Doubts are vain. I wou'd not ſpare the 

Tho the feet Maid lay weeping at my Feet. | Tyrant, 
Nay, ſhou'd he fall by any Hand but mine, 
By Heav'n, I'd chiak my honour'd Father's — 
Scarce half revenge d My Love indeed u ſtrong 
But Love ſhall ield ro Juflice ! | 

S Gallant Prince ! 


Bravely reſolved ! 
_ But is the City 
Sack. all. al is bb d. Thre hout the empty Streets 
Nor Voice, nor Sound. As " Tnhabirants, 
Like the preſa 132 ſeek che Covert, 
—— Hen th bad inly tci: 


And fhun'd th' ia Uproar. 

Oth. There is a folewp Hcrror in the Night too, 
That pleaſes me: A general Pauſc thro' Nature: 
The Winds are bun d 


Sad. 


my Doubts !—Think—fhou'd the fair Iene— 
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Wou'd wiſh that we ſhou d 
Ob. So may we proſper, 

As Mercy ſhall direct us! 
Selim. Farewell, Friends! 
Sadi id Pri 


deep my 
And firm reſolve! That in th approaching Hour 
Of Blood and Horror, | may ſtand enmov'd ; 


Nor fear to firike where jultice calls. nor dare 

To firike where the forbids Why bear | then 

This dark, infidious Dagger ?— Lis the Badge 4 
Of vile Aſſaſſins: n  wotmms * 
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Then be it ſo—Witneſe, ye Pow'rs of Heav'o, 
That not from you, but from the Murd'rer's Eye, 
] wrap myſelf in Night — Te you | fland 
Reveal d in Noon tide Day !—Oh, cou'd I Arm 
y Hand with War !—Then, Aike to you, array'd 
orm and Fire, my ſwift ing Thunder, 
Tyrant. But fince Fate denics 
I'll fieze on what it gives: 
burſt beneath him, 


ACT Ivy. 


I REN EE. 

Ur ddt thou tell him, Aladin, my Fears 
Brock no delay ? 

Ala | did. 

Tee. Why comes he not? 
Oh, what a dreadful Dream !—'Twas ſurely more 
Than troubled Fancy : Never was my Soul 
Shook with ſuch hideous Phantoms !—Scill be lingers ! 
Return, return, and tell bim that his heer 
Dies, till ſhe wars him of this threatning uin! 


la. Echold, he comes. [ Exit dladin. 
Bar. Thou Bane cf all my Joys ! 

Some gloomy Planet ſurely rui'd thy Birth | 

Ev'n now thy ill-tim'd Fear ſuſpends the Banquet, 

And 5s the feſtal Hour. | 
Lene. Forgive my Fear! [ Brain, 


Bar. What Fear, what Phantom, hath n 


1 
— — * 


Wo. o 
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Prevoke me not. 
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Tae O guard thee from the Terrors of this Night, 
For Terrors lurk unſeen. 
Bar. What Terror ? Speak. 
Wos dſt thou unman me into female Weakneſs ? —— 
Say, what thou dread ſt, and why ? I have a Soul 
To meet the blackeſt Dangers undiſmay d. 
Lene. Let not my Father check with ftera Rebuke, 
The warning Voice of Nature. For ev'n now, 
Retir'd to Reſt, ſoon as I clos'd mine Eyes, 
A horrid Vifion roſe. — Methought I faw, 
Young Se/im riſing trom the ſilent Tomb: 
Mangled and Bloody was his Courſe : His Hair, 
Clotted with Gore ; his glaring Eyes on Fire ! 
Dreadful he ſhook a Dagger in his Hand. 
By ſome myſterious Pew 'r he roſe in Air. 
When lo,—at his Command, this yauning Roof 
Was cleft in twain, and gave the Phantom Entrance! 
Swift he deſcended with terrific Brow, 
-Ruſh'd on my guardleſs Father at the Banquet, 
And plung'd his furious in thy Breaſt ! 
Bar Wovu'dſt thou appal me by a brain fick Viſion, 
Get thee to Reſt Sleep but as ſound till Morn, 
ern: , 
then no haggard ride 
Lens. Yet hear me deareſt Father! a 
Bar. To the Couch ! 


Irene What ſhall I ſay, to move him! 
Merciful Heav'n, inſtruct me what to do. 


Aa. I hafted to inform thee, that ev'n now, 
R ing the Watch, I met the brave 4Mbdalla, 


conſume the Tongue, 
alſhood !—' Tis not poſſible— 
What did he tell thee further ? 
, =» SR not : 

y, that the ſpreading Rumour wak'd, 
& Spirit of Revolt. D 2 Tren 
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Irene. O gracious Pather ! 

Bar. The Rumour lies. And yet, your Coward Fears 
Infedt me !—What !—Shall I be terfy'd 
By Midnight Vifions ?—Can the troubled Brain 
Of Sleep out-ftretch the Reaſor's waking Eye? 

Il not believe it. 
Ala Hut this gath'ri _— 
Think — g 
Bay. Infernal Darkneſs. 
Swallow the Slave that rais d it !—Yet, I'll do, 
What Caution Diftates —tark thee, 4d. 
Slave, hear my Will. —See that the Watch be doubled, 
Ser k out this Stranger, Achmet ; and forthwith 
Let him be brought before me. 

Irene O my Father! 
do corjure thee, as thou lov'ſt 
Retire, and truft thee to thy faithful Guards. 
See not ihis Achmet / 

Bar. Not fee kim? Death and Torment! 
Think n thou, I fear a le Arm that's mortal : — 
Not fee him ?—Forthwith the Slave befare me. 
If he prove falſe, — if hated live, 

u heap fach v on kim. 

Nane. Mercy? ? 

Bas. .—To whom ? 

uus To me, and to thyſelf: 

To him,—to all,—T hou think'ft I rave; yet true 
n utter d, 

hen Heav'n inſpires his Tongue ? [Dreams 

Bar. Ne'er did the Moon-ftruck Madman rave with 
More wild than mine Get thee to reft ; e er yet 
Thy Telly wake my Rage.—Call Achmet hither. 

. Thus on my Knees—O fee him not. 
Salim is dead :—bndeed the Rumour lies! ; 
There is no near: — Or, if there be, 
Achmet is Innocent? 

| Boy. Of. frantic Wretch ! 

This 1deot- Dream hath turn d her Brain to Madnefs : 
Hence—to thy Chamber, till Reaton 
Hath calm d this Tempeſt —On thy Duty hence. 

Irene. Yet here the Voice of Caution, —cruel Fate: 
R bans 

a 


thy Life, 


CY ccc 
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Heav'n ſhield the innocent Undone here. 

Whate'er th' Event, thy Doom is Miſery. [ Exit Vene. 

Bar. Her Words are wrapt in Darkneſs ? Ala. 

Forth with ſend Achmert hither '—Mark him well '— 

His countenance and Geſture /—Then with ſpeed, 

Double the Centinals. { Exit Aladin. 

Infernal Guilt ! 

How Gut Bon el in overy Ethan Rage, 

Of Rage and Doubt, Suſpicion and Deſpair, 

To red my Soul; more wretched far than they, 
Made wretched by my Crimes !—Why did | not 
Repent, while yet my Crimes were deliable ? 

Ere they had ſtruck their Colours thro my Soul, 
As black as Night or Hell! — Tis now too late 
Hence then, ye vain Repiniags ;—Take me all, 
Unſeeling Guilt ; © baniſh, if thou canft, 
This fell Remorſe, and ev ry fruitleſs Fear; 
Be this my Glory, —o be great in Evit ! 
To combat my own Heart, and ſcorning Conſcience, 
Riſe to exalted Crimes. 

Exter Selim. 

= Come hither Slave | 

Hear me, and tremble—Art thou what thou ſeem'ft? 

Selim. Ha! 


my Truth? 
Bar. Take heed, for by the hov'ring Pow'rs of Ven- 
If I do find thee treach rous I will doom thee { geance, 
To Death and Torment, ſuch as human Thought 
Ne'er yet conceiv'd ! Thou com ſt beneath the Guiſe 
„Of Se/im's Murderer—Now tell—Is not, 


I hat Selim yet alive? 
Selim, Selim alive ! | 
Bar. Perdition on the! Doſt thou echo me! 
Anſwer me quick, or Die, [ Draws his Dagger. 


And pierc'd my Heart with thy unkind Suſpicion ! 
-Oh, cou'd my ind a Tongue, to tell 

How deep it drank his Blood !—But fince thy Doubt 

Thus wrongs my Zeal, —Bebold my Breaft,--firike here 
:For bold is Innocence. 
D 3 Par, 
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Bey. I feorn the TAK. [Nin bis Dagger. 
Time ſhall decide thy Doom —Goards, mark me well 
See that ye watch the Motiens of this Slave ; 

And if he medicates t'eſcape your Eye, 
Let your Sabres cleave him to the Chine. 

Selim. | yield me to thy Will, and when thou know 
That Selim lives, or ſeeſt his hated Face, 

Then wreak thy 


Haply fome Witneſs may confront the Slave. 
And drag to Light his Falſhood. [ Exit Selin and Guard:. 
Call Zapbire. { Exit @ Slave. 
If Selim live, —then what is B ? 
My Throne's a Bubble, that but floats in Air, 
Till Marriage Rights declare Zephive mine 
Fool that I am! To wait the weak Effects 
Of flow Perſuation when unbounded Pow'r 
Ms give _ IyI we hear my Will, 
'ly,—bid the Prieſt prepare the Marriage Rites. 
Let incenſe riſe to Heav'a ; and choral . 
Attend Zaphira to the Nuptial Bed. L Exit a Slave, 
} ill not brook Delay —By Love and Vengeance, 
This Hour decides her * Zcobina. 
Enter ; 
Well Fair — 
Hath Reaſon yet ſubdu'd thee ? Wilt thou hear 
11 of Love? 5 
dy doft thou vain me ? 
Thou know my fix d * 
Bar. Can aught but Phrenzy 
Ruſh on Perdition ? 
Zap. Therefore hall no Pow'r 
E'er make me thine. | 
Bar. Nay, fport not with my Rage; 
T ho" yon ſuſpeRted Slave affirms him dead; 
Yet Rumour whiſpers, that young Selim lives. 
Zap. Cou'd 1 but think ſo; My earneſt Pray'r 
Shou'd riſe to Heay'n, to keep him far from thee ! 
Bar. Therefore, leſt Treach'ry undermine my Pow'r, 
Kaow, that thy final Hour of Choice is come, 


ra Serre greg 
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Zap. I have no Choice —Thiak'f thou I Cer will 
The Murderer of my Lord ? {wed 
Bar. Take hced, raſh Queen ! 
Tell me thy laſt Refolve. 
Then bear me, Heav'n ? 
Hear all ye Pow'rs that wach o'er TJanocence! | 
Angels of light ! Ad thou dear honor d Shade, 
Of my Lord! Aitend, while here, 
I ratify my Vows my laft Refolve ;- 
It cer I wed this Tyrant Murderer,. 
If | pollute me with this horrid Union, 
Black as Adultery or damned laceſt, 
May ye, the Miniſters of Heav'n, depart; 
Nor your Influence on the guilty Scene! 
May Horror blacken all our Days and Nights ! 


May diſchord light the Nuptial Torch ! And rifing 


From Hell, may ſwarming Freuds in Triumph howl, 
Around th accurſed Ded. 
Bar. Begone, Nemorſe 
Guards do your Office: Drag her to the Altar. 
Heed not her Tears or Cries —What! dare ye doubt? 
laſtant obey my Hidding ;—or, by Hell, 
Torment and Death overtake you all. 3 
x { Guards go de fiexe Zub. 
Zap. O ſpare me Hevn protect me !—O my Son, 
Wert thou here, to fave thy h-Iptefs Mother ! — 
What ſhall | do !—Undone, uadone Zaphire. 
Exter Selim. 
Selim. Who call'd on Achmet ?—Did not Barbara, 
vire me here ? : 
ar. Officious Slave, retire ? 


1 8. lend thy Aid, 
out Ron PR. 
Heav'n will reward thy Pity. 

Bar. Drag her hence. 


Selim. Pity her Woes, O might; Barbarofſa. 
Bar. Roaze not my Vengeance, Slave. 
Selim. Oh, hear me, hear me. [ Trees, 
Bar. Curſe on thy forwa:d Zeal. — 
Selim. Yet, yet have Mercy. 
[Lays b:.2 2 Parburofe's —_ 
. 
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Bar. ing Slave, begone. Seri les Schm. 
. Nay, then,. — die Tyrant. a 
Riſes, and aims to flab 
[ 14 wreſts the D from him, 
Bar. Ah, Traitos, have S 2 
[To Guards whe offers to hill Selim. 
Kill bim not jet —!I will have greater Vengeance. 
Peridious Wretch who art thou ?—Bring the Rack 
Let that extort the Secrets of his Heart. [Death 
Selim. Thy impious Threats are loſt! I know that 
And Torments are my Doom. Yet ere I die, 
Tu arike thy Soul with Horror. —OF, vile Habit !— 
Let me emerge from this dark Cloud that hides me,. 
And make my Setting glorious -—- If thou dar . 
Now view me —Hear me—Tyrant, —while with Voice 
_ Thunder, I 41 
who aim'd the Dagger at thy 
1s Selim. 
Zap. O Heav'n ! my Son! my Son! {She faint. 


Guards ſeperate them. 
Selim. Barb'rous, barb'rous R 


_ 
King, Retire; 


3083388 Ss 2 bers rr 


BARBAROSSA. 


1595 


1112 ,118 465 $yj. 48 


AM 
Of F 
B 
Ot e 
Seer 
Ard 
Has 
4 
Def 
No! 
1 
Ho 
a 

So 
W 


BARBAROSSA. 


46 


Your Swords. or ſome kind W of Deftruftion : 
Sure the moſt mournful K 


Al d for the beſt of Mothers. 


Pow'r ; 


: 
b 
Z 
I 


are blaſted, what is 
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Hence, Pity ? Feed the milky Thought of Babes: 
ine is of bloodier Hue. [ Exennt. 


" o + B. oh A 
Enter Barbaroſſa and Aladin. 


BARBAROSSA. 
8 e doubled ? Are the Gates ſecur d 
Agaiuſt Surprize ? 
Ala. They are, and mock th' Attempt 


Of Force or Treachery. 


Bar. This whifper'd Rumour 
Ot dark Conſpi 


Hla. The atch is near. 

Bar. 'Tis well: —Whene'er it rings the Traitor dies, 
So hath my Will ordain d: — 'I feize th Occafion, 
While | may fairly plead my Life's Defen-e. | 

Ala. True: For he aim'd his Dagger at thy Heart ? 

Bar He did: Hence Juſtice, uncompell'd, ſhall ſeem 
To lend her Sword, and do Ambition's Work! 

Ala. His bold Refolves have ficel'd Zaphira's Breaſt 
Againſt thy Love: Thence he deſerves to die. 

Bar. And Death's his Doom: et, firſt the 
Each Secret from his Heart; unleſs he give 
Zajhira to my Arms, by Marriage Vows, 
With full Coaſent ; ere yet the ſecond Watch 
Toll for his Death :—Curſe on this Woman's Weakneſs, 
] yet wou'd win her Love? Haſte, ſeck out Ochman, 
Go, tell him, that Deſtruction and the Sword, 

Hang o'er young Selim's Head, if ſwiſt Compliance, 
Plead not his Pardon ? [Exit Ala. 
Stubbora Fortitude ! a 


48 BARBAROSSA. 
Had he not interpos d. Succeſs had crown'd 


— : hen let Vengeance ſeize him ? 
Eater [rcne. 


. 2 
Here. — — 
Bar. Thy gehe Thine ? 

lene. Thou know ſt ——by Gratitude, 

He's mine !—Had not his generous Hand redeem'd me, 


Eva to his Heart. Perdition catch 
Aud is it thus, a thankleſs Child repa 
Fer all the Guile in which L pluag' my Soul, 
To raiſe her to a Throne ? 

Irene. O ſpare theſe Words, 


More keen than Daggers to wy bleeding Heart! 


Let 
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Let me not live ſuſpetted !—Deareſt Father! 

Behold my Breaſt — Write thy Suſpicions here: 
Write them in Blood : But ſpare the gen'rous Youth, 
Wuro fav d me trom Diſhonour ? 

Bar. By the Pow rs 
Of great Revenge: Thy fond Intreaties Seal 
His inftant Death: In him, I'll puniſh thee; 

Away. 

Sm Vet hear me? Ere my tortur'd Soul, 
Ruth on ſome Deed of Horror? 

Bar. Seize her, Guards, 

Convey the frantic Ideot from my Preſence : 
See that ſhe do no Violence on herſelf. 

Tens. O Selim, generous Youth, how have my Fears 
Betray' d thee to Deftrution ; Slaves, unhand me ; 
Thick ye, Fl live to bear theſe Pangs of Grief, 

Theie Horrors that opprefſs my tortur d Soul! 
Inhuman Father ! Generous, injur'd Youth ! 
Methinks | fee thee ſtretch d upon the Rack, 

Hear thy expiring Groans ! O Horror! Horror ! 
What ſhall | do to fave him? Vain, alas; 

Vain are my Tears and Pray'rs ;—3t leaſt, I'll die; 
Death ſhall unite us yet. [Exit Irene axd Guards. 

Bar O Torment, Torment! 

Ev'a in the midi of Pow'r !—The vileſt Slave 
More happy far than 1 ;—The very Child. 
Whom my Love cheriſh'd from her infant Years, 
Conſpires to blaſt my Peace —0 falſe Ambition, 
Thou lying Phantom; whither haſt thou lur'd me: 
Ev'n to this giddy Height ; where now | ftand, 
Forſaken, comfortleſs with not a Friend, 


Haft thou ſeen O:thman ? 


He will nut, fare, conſpire againſt my Peace? 

Ala. He's fed my Lord ; | dread fome lurking Ruin, 
The Centinel on Watch fays, that he paſs d 
The Gate, fince Midnight, with an unknown Friend* 
And as they paſs d. Orbmasn in Whiſpers laid, 


«+ Now farewel, bloody Tyrant 


Bay. Slave, thou ly ſt; 
He did not dare to ſay it: Or, if he did. 
Fernicious Slave, why ade 


By 
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By the foul Repetition ;—Graciovs Pow'rs, 
Let me be calm —0 my diftrafted Soul; 
How am I rent in Pieces: Orhman fled ? x 
M hy then may all Hell's Curſes follow him! . 
What's ta be done? Some Miſchief lurks unſeen? 
Ala. Prevent it then ? 
Far. By Selim's inftant Death? 
Ala, Ay, doubtleſs. 
Bar. le the Rack prepar'd ? 
Ma. "Tis ready ; 
Along the Ground he lies, o'erwhelm'd with Chains ; 
The Mimilters of Death ſtand round, aad wait 
'T hy laſt Command: 
Bar. Once more I'll try to bend 
His tubborn Soul. Conduct me fortEwith to him; 
And if he now diſdain my profer'd Kindneſs, 
Deſtruction twallows him: 


Selim. I pray you, Friends, 
When I am dead, let not fndignity 
Inſult theſe poor Remains. See them interr'd 
Cloſe by my Father's Tomb. I afk no more. 
Offer. They ſhall. 
Selin. Ho goes the Night? 
Offcer. Thy Hour of Fate, 
The ſecond Watch is near. 
Sum Let it come on; 


I aw prepar d. 
* Enter Barbaroſſa. 
Bar. So, raife him from the Ground. [They rai/e hn. 
Perfidious Boy; behold the jnft Rewards, 
Of Guilt and Lr ꝛachery —Didit thou not give 
Thy forfeit Lite, whene'er I ſhould behold 
Ciims Urtelicd Face. 
Seth. | hen take it, Tyrant. 
Bar Did: thou not aim thy Dagger at my Heart. 
Selim. I did. 
Bar Vet Herv'n defeated thy Intent. 
And ſav'd we from the Dagger. 
Selin "Tis not ours, 
To queiiion Heavn: "Th" Intent and not the Decd 
Is is ou: er and therefore who dares greatly, 
Docs greatly. Zar. 


. 


BARBAROSSA 
Bay. Yet bethink thee, ſtubborn Boy, 


_ What Horrors now ſurround thee. 


Selim. Think n thou, Tyrant, 
'Feame fo ill prepar'd ?—Thy is wealc, 
Thy Torments pow'rlefs o'er the — 
Meads ery noch dr. 66 i Be. 
Bar. Yet, lo, * by Pity led, to ſpare thee. 
Relent, and fave Zazhire /—Por the Bell, 
Ev'n now expects the Centinel, to toll 
The Signal of thy Death. 
Selim. Let guilt like thine, 
Tremble at Death: I ſcorn his darkeſt 1 
Hence, Tyraat, nor prophane my dying Hour 
Bar. Then take dy Wiſh. 35 { Bell e. 
There gces the fatal Enell. 
Thy Fate is ſeal'd—Not all thy Mother's Tears, 
Nor Pray'rs, nor Eloquence of Grief, ſhall fave thee 
From inſtant Death. Yet ere the Aſſaſſin die, 
Let Torment wring each Secret from his Heart. 
The Traitor Obamas s fled ;—Confpiracy 
Lurks in the Womb of Night, and threatens Ruin. 
Spare not the Rack, nor ceaſe, till it extort 
The lurking Treaſon ; and this Murd'rer call 
On Death, to end his Woes. ( Exit Barbaro/. 
Selim Come on then. [The bind hi m. 
Begin the Work of Death. — What! —bound with Cords, 
Like a vile Crimminal !-—O, valiant Friends, 
When will ye give me Vengeance! | 
Enter lrene. 
Irene. Stop, O Stop! 
Hold your accurſed Hands !—On me, on me, 
Pour all your Torments !'—iHow hall l approach thee ! — 
Selim Fheſe are thy Father's Giſts ! Yet thou art guilt- 
Then let me take thee to my Heart, thou belt, (leſs: 


Moſt amiable of Women. 


Zune Rather Curſe me, 
As the Betrayer of thy Virtue. ' 

Selim. Ah! | 

Irene. Twas I,—my Fears, —my frantic Fears be- 
Ep. +”. DW 

us at cet, 
For Pants ere | die. mY my 

Selim. Hence, to nd a 
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Irene Never, O Never !—Crawling in the Duff, 
I'll claſp thy Feet, and bathe them with my Tears: 
Tread me to Earth, I never will complais ; 

But my laſt Breath ſhall bleſs thee. 

Seum. i. ov d Irene. | 
What hath my Fury done? | | 

Irene. Indeed twas hard, : 
But | was burr to Sorrow. 

Selim. Melt me not, | 
{ cannot bear thy Tears ;— They quite unman me ? b 
Fergive the T ranſports of my Rage? 

Lere. Alas ' 
The Guilt is mine · Canſt thou forgive thoſe Fears, 

That &r{ awak d Suſpicion in my Father ? 
Thoſe Fears that have undone tkee : Heav'a is witneſs, | 
The meant not ill to thee. 

Cel m. Nene. none, I ene; 
No, cas the generous Voice of filial Love: 
2 x:ompted thee to fave a Father, 
Yes, from wy inmoſt Soul I do approve, 
That Virtue which defiroys me. | 

Lene Carit thou, then, L 
Fer:ive and pity me 

Selim. | do, | do. 

ene. On my Rnees, 

Tus let me tha k thee, generous, ivjur'd Prince ; 
On Earth aud Heav'n ; that ſuch unequal'd Worth, 
Shou d meet ſo hard a Fate. That |, That I, 
Whom his Lore reſcu'd from the Depth of Woe, 
Shou d be th accurſt Deftroyer : Strike, in Pity ; 
And end this hated Life. 

Selim Ceatie, dear Irene; 

Submit to RHeav'ns high Will; I charge thee live; 
And to thy utmoſt Pow'r, protect from Wrong, 
My icIplets friendlefs, Mother. 


Je. With my Life, = 


Il thic!d her from each Wrong.—That hope alone 
Can temyt me to prolong a | iſe of Woe. 

Selim O my ungovern'd Rage.—To Frown on thee. 
Thus let me expiate the cruel Wrong [ Embracing. 
And mingle Rapture with the Pains of Death. 

O/\.cer, No more.—Prepare the Rack. — 


Trene, 
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Here. Stand off, ye Fiends ! 
Here will | cling. No Pow'r on Earth ſhall part us, 


"Jill 1 have C-v'd my Selim. [4 Naſt. 
Oficer. Fix! what Noiie, 
Strikes on mine Ear. [ 4 Naije. 


Selim Again! 

Ala (without) Arm, arm, Treach'ry and Murder. 
{ Exceutioners go to fire Selim. 

Selim Off Slaves: Or will turn my Chains to Arms, 

And d+fh you Piece - meal. For | have heard a Souad, 

Which lifts my tow'rin's Soul to Aula Height, 

That | cou'd prop the Skies. 

Ala. Where is the King, 

The Foe pours ia: the palace Gates are burſt ; 

The Centine's are murder d. Save the King, 

They feck him thro” the Palace, 

Officer Death and Ruin: 

Follow me, Slaves, and fave him. 

Selim. Now, bloody Tyrant ; now, thy Hour is come, 
Irene. What means yon mad ning Vumale, O my Fears 
Selim Vengeance at length hath pierc d theſe guilty 

And walks her deadly Round. [ Walls 
Lene. Whom doit thou mean, my Father, 

Scùm. Yes thy Father, 

Who murder'd mine. 

Irene ls chere no Room fo; Mercy ? 

O Selim; by our Love 
Selim. Thy Tears are vain ; 

Vain were thy Eloquence, tho' thou didſt plead 

With an Archangel's Tongue. 

Irene. Spare but his Life. | 

Selim. Heav'n knows I pity thee. But he muſt bleed; 
Tho my own Life Blood, nay, tho' thine, more dear, 
Shou d iſſue at the Wound. 

Irene. Muſt he then die? 

Let me but fee my Father, ere he periſh ! 

Let me but pay my parting Duty to him [Clafb of Sora 

Hark, 'twas theClaſh of Swords, iicav'n fave my Father. 

O cruel, cruel Selim! [ Exit Frene. 

, Selim Curſe on this e me faft, 

n pow'rleſs lgnoatiny ; while my 
Shov'd hunt its prey, and cleave the Tyrant a 
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Orb. (Without ) M here is the Prince? 
Selim Here Orhman, bound to earth! 
Set me but free — O curſed, —curſed Chain ! 
Enter Othman ana Party. who free Selim: 
Orb. O my brave Prince! Heav'n favours our Deſign 


Take that ;—1 need not bid thee uſe it nobly ! 
[ Gouing him @ Sword. 
Selim Now, let my Arm meet thine | 
Tis all aſk of Heav n. ( Exit S. 


des Guard ye the Prince, [ Part go out. 
Purſue his Steps !—Now this Way let us turn, 
And ſeck the I'yrant [ Exit Orhman, Ce. 
SCENE changes ts an open Palace. 
Enter Barbarofla. 
Bar. Empi 


pire is loſt, and Life ; yet brave Revenge, 


Shall cloſe my Life in Glory. 
Eater 


Now Valour ſcorns the Maſk !—! dare thee, Tyrant ? 
=> arm'd with 2 thus 8822 thy Rage. 
thy red right Hand | pointed 
Now, Heav'n decide EIS? 
Bar. Coward ! 
Oth. Tvrant ! 
Bar. Traitor ! 
O:5. Infernal Fiend, thy Words are fraught with 
To combat Crimes like I hine, by Force or Wiles, 
Is equal Glory. [ B arbareſſa fall:. 
Ear. | taint, I die ;—O Horror; 
Enter Selim and Sadi. 


Selim. The Foe gives Way, Sure this Way went the | 


Where is the Tyger fled ! What do | fee. [ Storm, 
Sadi. Alters is tree ! 
Orh. This abre did did the Deed. 
Selim. | envy thee che Blow ;—yet Valour fcorns 
Towns the fallen .—#ut if Lite remain, 
will f Daggets to his guilty g0ul. -— 
Hoa ä m1 0 — 
Tis Selig, Selim calls thee. 


Bar. 
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Bar. Off ye Fiends; 
Torment me not: —0, Slim, art thou there; 
Swallow me Earth Bury me deep, ye Mountains ! 
Accurſed be the Day that gave me Birth ; 
Ch, that | ne'er had wrong d ther: 

Selim. Doſt thou then, 
Repent thee of thy Crimes. He does! He does! 
He graſps my Hand !—See the repentant Tear, 
Starts from his Eye .Doft thoe then indeed repent : 
Why then | do forgive thee : From my Soul, 
I freely do forgive thee !—And if Crimes, 
Abhorr'd as thine, dare plead to Heav'n for Mercy, 
7 May Heaven have mercy on thee : 

Gs Bar. Gen'rous Selim, 

Too good, —1 have a Daughter, —Oh, protect her :— 
Let aot my Crimes | dies, 

e. Oth. There fled the guilty Soul ! 

Selim. Haſte to the City, top the Rage of Slaughter, 
Tell me brave People, that Algier is tree; 
And Tyranny no more: [ Exit Slaves. 

Saat. And, to confirm 
The glorious Tydings, ſoon as Morning ſhines, 


I De his dead Carcaſe dragg d throughout the City, 

A Spectacle of Horror. 

F Selim. Curb thy Zeal. 

8 Let us be Brave, not Cruel: Nor 

1 Valour, by baibarous and inhuman Deeds 

Black was his Guilt ; and he hath paid his Life, 

, The Forfeit of his Crimes. Then ſheath the Sword: 

* Let Vengeance die, — Justice is ſatisfy d! 

Enter Zaphira. 

Zap. What mean theſe Herrors !—wherefoe'er I turn 

. My trembling Steps, I find fome dying Wretch, 
We<lt'ring in Gore — And doſt thou live, my Selim. 

Selim. Lo, there he lies! 
4 4 Zap. The bioedy Tyrant flain ! 


O rig bteous Heav n! 

deim Behold thy valiant Friends, 
Wh. fe Faith and Courage have o erwhelm'd the Pow- r 
Of Farbarefſa. Here, once more, thy V irtues 
bail Cigrity the | hrone and Ulis ty People 

Zap. Juſt are thy , — 0 Heav n!—— Vain 

Terrors kance, 
Once 


86 BARBAROSSA. 


Once more Zaphira's blett !—My virtuous Son, 
How ſhall I e'er requite thy boundleſs Love! 

I hus let me ſnatch thee to my longing Arms, 
And on thy Boſom weep my Griefs away! 

Sel:m. O happy Hour !—dtappy, beyond the Flight 
Eva of my ardent Hope !—Look down, bleſt Shade, 
From the bright Realms of Bliſs !—Behold thy Queen 
Unſpotted, unſeduc'd, unmov'd in Virtue. 

Behold the Tyrant proſtrate at my Feet! 
And to the Mem'ry of thy bleeding Wrongs, 
Accept this Sacrihce ; 

Zap. My generous Seis 

Selim. Where is Irene? 

Sad: With Looks of Wildneſs, and diſtracted Mien, 
She ſought her Father where the Tumult rag d: 

She paſs'd me, while the Coward Hadi, 
Fled from my Sword: and as | cleft him down, 
She fainted at the Sight. 
Orb. But ſtraight recover'd, 
Tamer, our truſty Friend, at my Command, 
 Convey'sd the weeping fair one to her Chamber. 

Selim. I hanks to thy generous Care :—Come, let us 

Th afflicted Maid. [ſeek 
. Her \ irtues might atone | 

For all her Father's Guilt !-—Thy Throne be hers ; 

She merits all thy Love. [Crimes 

Selim. Then halle, and find her. —o'er her Father's 
Pity ſhall draw her Veil; nay, half abtolve 
When the bebolds the Virtucs of his Child !— 

Now let us thank th eternal Pow'r; convinc'd, 
That Hcav'n but tries our Virtue by Affliction: 
That oft' the Cloud which wraps the preſent Hour, 
Serves but to brighten all our future Days. 
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